A "MUST" FOR ALL MODEL BUILDERS, 
the big, new 144-page book 
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MODEL BUILDING 
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All veteran model builders know 
Col Smith as one of the country's 
leading authorities on model building. 
As a writer, designer, illustrator and 
winning contestant, Cal Smith pocks over 
fifteen years of expert modeling into the 
most complete book of its type ever published. 
His book MODEL BUILDING will appeal to all 
beginners because of the simple, to-the-point 
approach. Seasoned hobbyists will also treasure this 
book because of the advanced designs, facts and figures ond 
hundreds of drawings and photographs. For the best guide 
in model building see CAL SMITH on MODEL BUILDING . . . todoy 




at your local newsstand 754 



If your news dealer cannot supply you, order by mail. Send to 
FAWCETT BOOKS, Dept. C-5, Greenwich, Connecticut. Order number 139 
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P\Ur THE WORLD'S MI6HTIEST 
MORTAL HALTS HIS LABORS, AS 
THC SINISTER TONES OR THE MAP 
SCIENTIST RINO FORTH OMINOUSLY.' 



on ELSE, I'LL SET OFi= another 
CHARGE WHICH [5 MttWSf .'VOU 
%i have ALL THE CAVERNft 

PLANTED WITH DYNAMITE CHARGES/ 
THE HlflST WILL COLLAPSE THE 
ENTIRE PLACE AND BLJRY EVERY- 
"*"V UNDER TONSOF ROCK.' 





WHIZ COMICS 



BLACK MAGIC 

A Wicky and O'Shawnessy Story 
By Waller Farmer 




rNCLE FERDIE had come for a visit and 
Wicky Burke was delighted. So was 
Wicky's shaggy dog, O'Shawnessy. Uncle 
Ferdie always brought presents and he seemed 
to know exactly what a boy or a dog would 
want. He might bring dull things for mother, 
such as flowers, and uninteresting things for 
father, such as cigars. But Wicky and O'Shaw- 
nessy could always count on something excit- 
ing! 

Sure enough, he came in and said, "Here, 
Wicky, a little something for you. And here, 
O'Shawnessy boy, I haven't forgotten you, 
either." He handed packages to both. 

Wicky exclaimed, "Gee, thanks, I wonder 
what it is?" And O'Shawnessy expressed the 
same sentiment by wagging his tail and tear- 
ing off ihe tissue paper with his teeth. He 
had his package opened first and found a big 
bone inside. Wagging his tail in thanks once 
more, he ducked under the tablecloth and lay - 
duwn under the table to gnaw contentedly, out 
of sight. 

Meanwhile, Wicky had got his package 
opened and exclaimed. "Wow. this is keen!" 
while Uncle Ferdie beamed. The book was 
entitled, "How to Be a Hypnotist." 

Mr. and Mrs. Burke exchanged uneasy 
glances but they didn't want to say anything 
for fear of hurting uncle's feelings. Neither 
believed in hypnotism. They thought it was a 
lot of nonsense. 

Uncle Ferdie perched on the edge of the 
table and chatted with Mr. and Mrs. Burke 
about manv things while Wicky was absorbed 
in reading his new book. He was reading les- 
ron one, which said. 

Focus your eyes steadily on the eyes of 

your subject. Concentrate on making him 

uhey your will. Extend your hands toward 

him, palms forward and fingers spread. 

Say to him. "I am your master. You will 

do as I command!'' 

Hardly able to contain himself, Wicky stood 



up and approached Uncle Ferdie, glowering, 
his hands outstretched. . 

"Do as I command," said Wicky. "Bark like 
a dog!" 

Uncle Ferdie opened his mouth to protest 
that he didn't know how to bark like a dog. 
But as he started to speak, his foot acciden- 
tally kicked O'Shawnessy's bone, and O'Shaw- 
nessy let out with a loud "Arf ! Arf ! Arf !" in 
complaint. Since O'Shawnessy was hidden 
from view, it seemed as if the bark was com- 
ing right from Uncle Ferdte's open mouth. 
Everyone was startled, including Wicky. 

"Wow, it works!" exclaimed Wicky, and 
he plunged back to his book to read the next 
lesson. 

"Excuse me a second," said Uncle Ferdie. 
He went into the kitchen, got a glass of water, 
and drank it after swallowing a sleeping pill. 
When he returned, Mr. Burke said, "Come on 
into the living room, Ferd. Sit in the easy chair 
and take a load off your feet." 

"Don't mind if I do," he said, slouching 
down. "I'm really very tired. Been having a 
case of insomnia lately. It's getting me down." 

His host and hostess were duly sympathetic 
and offered various remedies such as hot baths 
at bedtime, warm milk, counting sheep, listen- 
ing to soft music, reading a dull book, etc. 
Uncle shook his head. "Tried 'em all. Don't 
work. I just can't get to sleep!" 

At the word "sleep" Wicky pricked up his 
ears. He had finished the second lesson. He 
came into the room, took a dramatic pose in 
front of Uncle Ferdie and intoned, "My will 
is your will! I command you to close your eyes! 
I command you to sleep . . . sleep . . . sleep!" 

Uncle Ferdie yawned. He blinked. He tried 
to keep his eyes open but the lids were too 
heavy. He slept! He snored. The sleeping pill 
had taken effect. 

Wicky's mother and father were astonished 
and appalled. 

"I don't believe it— Ferdie's faking," grum- 
bled Mr. Burke. 

(Please turn to next page) 



WHiZ 

"No, he's not fatting," declared Mrs. Burke, 
shaking her head. He's really asleep!" 

"Humph! It's like black magic. I'd better" 
take that book away from the kid and burn it 
before he gets wild ideas." 

"But you can't do that! At least not while 
Uncle's here. It would offend him, terribly!" 

Wicky was once again so absorbed in "How 
to Be a Hypnotist" that he was completely 
unaware of any discussion about himself. He 
was giving his attention to the matter of "mak- 
ing your subject flap his arms and crow like 
a rooster I" 

Wicky heard several sharp reports. At first 
he thought it was only a car backfiring and 
then as several more blasts crackled he real- 
ized it was gunfire. He ran toward the sound, 
naturally. He was approaching the outskirts 
of town when he saw the police cars up ahead. 
He slowed to a jog and then his pal, Boit Byrd, 
flagged him down. 

"You can't get any closer, Wick," said Boit. 
"The cops won't let you." 

"What's going on?" asked Wicky. "What's 
alt the shooting about?" 

"They've got Desperate Doogler, the gang- 
ster, surrounded," related Boit. "He's in the 
old Farm house." 

"Why don't they go in and get him?" 

"There's no cover. Any t'me a cop tries to 
get near the d6or, Doogler slings some lead 
past his ears." 

"How about tear gas?" 

"They tried that. Every time they throw a 
tear gas bomb through the window, Doogler 
throws it right back at them!" 

"I'll go get Desperate Doogler out of there," 
declared Wicky. 

"Huh? You got rocks in your noggin!" ex- 
claimed Boit. "If a hundred coppers can't get 
him, how're you gonna do it?" 

"I'll hypnotize him," said Wicky, walking 
off the roadside into the high weeds and leav- 
ing hts open-mouthed pal scratching his head 

Wicky worked his way up to the police car, 
picked up a necessary bit of "equipment" and 
then wormed his way through the weeds to- 
ward an old sewer pipe he knew about that 
lay in the high grass at the rear of the old 



abandoned house. The opening was just big 
enough for him to wriggle into. He snaked 
through it to the other end, then slipped out 
and into the cellar. 

Desperate Doogler tossed his empty gun on 
the floor. "I'm out of bullets, but the cops don't 
know it. Maybe if I stay holed up till after 
dark I can slip out the back way." 

A creaking board made him whirl. Then he 
saw Wicky. "Hey, kid!" he exclaimed. "What 
are you doing here? Don't tell me you're a 
gangster, too?" 

"No, sir." responded the lad. "I carne here 
to get you and turn you over to the proper 
authorities." 

"And just how do you figure to do that?" 
asked the amused badman. 

"You'll find out," asserted Wicky, fixing the 
man with a steady gaze and stepping slowly 
toward him, hands outstretched. "If you don't 
give yourself up I will drop this tear gas bomb 
I have in my pocket . . ." 

In police headquarters, one of the detectives 
was explaining to the commissioner. "It's the 
most amazing thing I ever saw, commissioner! 
This kid, Wicky Burke, came walking out o£ 
that old house leading old Desperate Doogler, 
gentle as a lamb. And the kid just says he did 
it with hypnotism!" 

MEANWHILE, at home, Wicky was still 
getting plenty of questions from his 
parents and Uncle Ferdie. "I still can't believe 
you really hypnotized that hoodlum," said the 
latter. 

"Well, no," replied Wicky. "I only said I 
caught him with hypnotism. I knew he was out 
of bullets, so I told him if he didn't give him- 
self up, I would drop the tear gas bomb I had 
in my pocket. Of course he did give himself 
up, so you might say I hypnotized him into 
thinking I really had a tear gas bomb. Actu- 
ally, it was only a rock!" 

THE END 



Look for further adventures of 
WICKY AND O'SNAWNESSY in 
future ignite* of WHIZ COMICS 
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HAW, HAW.' We \y£M lUATGUSHER 
GOTTA HANPIT J ACTBeAUV , 
TO YOU, NICK1 <T FOOLED THEM.' 
YOU SURE THINK )NOW WE CAN GO^ 

\\o Cnifc J ia/itu mm 



AS TVS ST4XF/5U SAILS AWAY, 
THE STRONG CURRENT CAKBIK3 
BGHINP CAJVN ISLAND >VMM g, ., 

THAT SMALL \ I'M NOT GO SURE, 
TMKEZ MUST W-vgUKE.' FgDM 
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#4**4 FREE TRIPS TO 
Vf RED RYDER RANCH! 

-Red Hyde* J 

DAISrSJXCITING NCW NATION-WIDE 

1NC0NIKT 



You don't even have to own a Daisy to 

I Ryder g Ranch or one of the 257 air 
rifles, trophy cups and medals— to be 
given as prizes in the thrilling n.wsy 
8HOOTIN CONTEST starting M:.r.:h IS. 
1952, ending May 29. 1952. Just bor- 
row a Daisy from a friend! Prizes to be 
awarded on the combined baaia of beat 
targets and aptest completions of Con- 
test Sentence. There'll be TWO sepa- 
rate Divisions! NitA member's mvisioN: 
shooters in this group will win the mn=t 
VALUABLE PFJZES Lcn as the 4 
Red Ryder Ranch Trips, 100 Daisy 

NEW! 



Defenders, 50 Daisy Pump Guns, 5 
Daisy Red Ryder Carbines, Trophy 
Cups, Medals provided lh a t they art' 
paid-up Junior Members of nra for 
1J52 OR if they send in application 
TOBM and 50-cent. membership Ftv with 
ibeir (.ontest. Targets before midnight, 
May 29, 1952! non-nra division If 
you don t join nra, you can sfioot to 
win one of the 3 Daisy Defenders or 
one of the St) Daisy Air Rifles (No 155) 
(.et all contest Facts' now! Ask your 
Daisy Denier— or mail coupon for free 
Contest KIT and start shoo tin' to WfN T 




